








I, ^(‘fo-nt-ino have a 

lot of mouse friends, but none as 
Spooky as my friend CREEPELLA 
VON CACKLEFlRlSheisan 
enchanting and MY8TCRI00S mouse with 
a pet bat named Bitewinq. Creepella lives in a 
CEMETERV, sleeps in a marble SSrCOphaguS, and drives 
a hearse. By night she is a special effects and set 
designer for SCARY FILMS, and by day she’s studying 
to become a .journalist! Her father, Boris von 
Cacklefur, runs the funeral home Fabuntouse 
•Funerals, and the von Cacklefur family owns the 
CREEpy Cacklefur Castle, which sits on top of a 
skull-shaped mountain in MYSTERIOUS VALLEY. 

I’m a real ’fraidy 
mouse, but even I think 
' Creepella and her family are 
fascinating. 

I can’t wait for you to read 
this fa-mouse-ly funny and 
SPECTACULARLY SPOOKY tale! 

/ Geronimo Stilton 
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A Package ... 
FROM THE Sky! 


The streets in New Mouse City were dark 
and quiet when the clock struck midnight. 
Every mouse was snoring in bed, dreaming 
of cheese sandwiches. Almost every window 
in the city was shrouded in darkness. Only 
one light burned that night: 

Oops! I almost forgot to tell you who I am. 
My name is Stilton, I run 

The Rodent’s Gazette, the most famousc 
newspaper on Mouse Island. 

My light was on because I was working 
late at the office on an impoSTtaxi't 
article. The subject matter of the article was 
making me a little nervous. Why? I'll tell you 











the headline: MfW tlQlJSP 

City’s Grpatpst Criminals. 

You see, I’m not the kind 
of mouse who’s courageous. 
Even the names of those 
mean rats scare me silly. In 
fact, my tail goes limp when 
I just look at them: Barry 
Badguy, Roy the Rat Burglar, 
and Gary Gangster... YlKESl 

I felt faint, so I opened the 
window to get some air. A gust 
of IV//VD cooled me off, and I 
lovingly looked down on my 
sleeping city. 

Then I noticed dark clouds 
moving across the sky. The air 
became cold. Without warning, 

1 down 



from above. 



- 4 ^ 


I watched the rain fall, lost in 
thought, when suddenly . . . 


BANS! 


A package fell from the sky. I let 
out a frightened scream, held out 
my paws, and caught the package. 

Then I looked up to see who had 
dropped it and saw two tiny bat wings 
zigzagging away through the raindrops. 



^ FLA!?/ ^ 


It was Bitewing, Creepella von Cacklefur’s 
bat! I closed the window and opened the 
coffin-shaped package. Inside were a 1^0IF®, 


that stunk like a sweaty sock 
after a football game! The note read: 



I was insulted. She expected me 
to cat a piece of cheese that was 
four centuries old? That 
stuff is unsafe to eat, unless you’re 
a mummified mouse. Then again. I 
could always add it to my collection 
of antique cheese rinds. 









I put the cheese aside 

and picked up the notebook, 
which smelled just like the 
cheese. Even so, I kept reading 
until the sun came up. 

It has an AVHiL stench, but ..., I mused 
to myself. 

My sister, Thea, a special correspondent 
at The Rodent’s Gazette, interrupted my 
thoughts. 







“What’s that awful smell?” she squealed, 
walking into my office. 

I gave her the notebook and she read the 
story. 

“The notebook has a dreadful smell, but 
it’s a beautiful story!" she said with admir¬ 
ation. 

My nephew Benjamin and his friend Bugsy 
Wugsy read it next. 

“It has a dreadful smell, but it’s a beciutiful 
story!” they both said. 





My coworkers read it while pinching their 
noses. 

“It has a dreadful smell, but it’s a 1»«ciutiful 
story!” they all agreed. 

When my cousin Trap entered the office, 
he sniffed the air. 

"What a DBLl^HTFUL smell!” 
he exclaimed. Then he picked 
up the piece of cheese on my i 
desk and ate it in one gulp! 

I think his stomach must be 
made of IRON. 

Since everyone liked the story, I decided to 
publish Creepella’s book. It is titled GHOST 
PIRATE TREASURE. You’re holding it in 

your hot little pSWJS right now. The only 
thing left for you to do is read it. 1 hope you 
like it as much as Trap enjoyed that Stinky 
cheese! 











Difficult 

Night 



Biuy SQueaKSPeare was having another 
restless night. Every time he was about to 
doze off, one of the thirteen ghosts of 
Squeakspeare Mansion would burst in with 
some /eimc\3Zio\3s excuse. 

At midnight. Miss Dustmop, the ghost 
housekeeper, threw open the door. 

“This room needs a little extra pliSt. ni 
take care of it!” she said happily. 

A moment later. Bob Woodmouse, the 
ghost CABPBhTUI. floated in. 

“This isn’t deep enough.” he said, opening 
a desk drawer. “I'll make it deeper.” 








Between two and three o’xI3^, Dreamella 
Airhead, the ghost maicTcame in and 
went out at least ten times. 

“I can’t find my GXiiASSES. They 
must be here somewhere,” she said. 

She finally found them under Billy’s 
pillow. 

Then, at three, Ted Trimmertail, the 
? ghost gardener, decided to WATTP the 
moss that grew under the night table. 

At four o’clock. Arf, the 
ghost dog, jumped on Billy’s bed 
and licked his face. Billy was 
almost always grateful 
for Arf’s attention, but 
not in the middle of the 
night. 

“Thank you. Arf. thank you.” he said 
with a yawn. “Now let me sleep!” 



Arf seemed to understand. He curled up at 
the foot of the bed, closed his eyes, and began 
to doze off. A minute later, he raised 
his head and perked up his ears. 

“6RRRRRRRR!” he growled. He 
was facing the yard. 

Billy tried to calm him down. 

“Be a good boy, Arf,” he said. 

“There’s nobody there. Nobody!” 

But Arf ran to the window. He 
barked and barked and barked. 

Billy got up and looked out the window. In 
the darkness of the night, the yard seemed 
peaceful and quiet. He went back to bed. 



but... 


“Arf, please be quiet!” Billy pleaded. In 
desperation, he tossed some items in Arf’s 
direction to get his attention: 

• a copy of 

A Btl|5 the 

new book he was writing: 

• an old, raggedy StlPPCR; 

• an dJsriQ clock; 

• a 5Vl6li^ sock. 

But Arf just kept PARKING 
and PARKING. Billy put a pillow 
over his ears and tried to sleep. 

Finally, the first timid rays of sunlight 
appeared over the tops of the Mountains of 






the Mangy Yeti, jumped onto the Rancidrat 
River, and bounced into Billy’s bedroom. 

Billy sighed with relief. “It’s about time!” 
he exclaimed. “Now my can all go 

to sleep. Even the dog! ” 

Billy yrtugglccj under the covers, hoping 
to get just a few hours of sleep. He scratched 
his nose, closed his eyes, and was about to 
drift off when . . . 



He sat up, listening. Outside, an engine 
was starting, stopping, and then starting 
again. 

“Who would be here so early?” Billy asked 
himself worriedly. 


He went to the window to see who was 
driving to his house at the crack of dawn. 
Instead, he saw a yard full of 
“Wh-wh-what?" he stammered. 

Someone had dug big, deep all 

over his yard! The lawn looked like an 
enormouse piece of . Billy 

scratched his head. 









Dawn finally came and a tomblike SILSAC3 
filled the mansion. The thirteen ghosts who 
lived there slept deeply during the day, just 
like any respectable ghost would. They had 
to recover from the HPRD WORK they did 
at night. 

Normally, Billy would be resting during 
those peaceful hours, too. But not that 
morning. Even though he was very tired, he 



turning in bed. He was 
wondering about the holes that had suddenly 
appeared in his yard. 





Even counting the mansion’s many 
didn’t help him fal' 



asleep. 

“I can’t 


figure 


it out! ” he blurted 
at bat number 

1,264. “Maybe Uncle William can come 
up with an explaxia^ion.” 

Billy got dressed and walked down the 
hall. It was as quiet as an SD3[?L?*i7 tomb 
and as cold as the breath of the Abominable 
Snowrat. He got to the door of the boiler 
room and found it closed. A WAUXIIVIJ sign 






Billy stopped, unsure. Finally, he gathered 
his C0IF3M and entered the kingdom of his 
great-great-great-uncle 

He found himself in a room with 

wall-to-wall bookcases filled with very OLD 
books. 

His uncle was sound asleep in an old 
stuffed chair. His long whiskers 
were rolled up in ccjp(eP5. Billy 
y tried to wake him. 
“U-Uncle William, w-w- 
wake up. S-something 
really W-WFTRD has 
happened.” 

But his uncle 
kept sleeping. Billy 
tried tickling his 
whiskers, but it 
didn't work. Finally, 




he took a deep breath and screamed as loudly 
as he could. 


IfflWUMl 


The ghost jumped up like a spring. He 
waved his walking cane and stammered, 
“Wh-what happened? Is the house on fire? 

Is the enemy attacking? Char gel" 
i Then he noticed Billy and plopped 
^ himself down on the^k^fts@9B^ ^ 'Jl 
ft chair. ^^t\t 

% I 


“What happened. Nephew? Why did you 
disturb my sleep?” he asked. 

“S-someone dug a Mot of in 

our yard last n-n-night,” Billy stuttered. 

Uncle William looked puzzled. He thought 
for a bit and then his face LIT UP 

“IVe got it!” he cried. “They were probably 
looking for the 

Billy's whiskers trembled with excitement. 
“Treasure? Why would anyone 1-1-look for 
^ ^ t-t-treasure in our i^ARP?” 

Uncle William yawned. 
“You really don’t know 
much, do you. Nephew? 
Don’t you know the 
LEGENiD of Morgan 
Blackwhiskers, the pirate 
who stayed at our house 
and left us a treasure?” 



“What?” Billy asked in diSb0U0P. 

His uncle nodded. As he continued his 
story, his eyes grew with 

sleep. “If the gossips in Mysterious 
Valley were right, the pirate 
'^as a 

good friend to your great- 
great-great-grandmothcr 
Lady Squeakspeare. That was 
four hundred years ago, 
more or less.” 

“Lady Squeakspeare?” 

Billy asked. 

“Yes.” his uncle replied, “but no one has 
ever found even a of the famouse 

treasure. And that’s all I will tell you now. 
Nephew. It is time to But before I 

drift off. let me tell you some JOVXS. Do 
you know the one about. . .” 



He told a few jokes, but soon he fell into a 
OttP sleep—as deep as a pot of cheese 
fondue. 

Billy quietly slipped out of the room and 
gently shut the door. cJr^QTDj, 

Uncle!" he whispered. 

“There’s a real mystery afoot!" he 
exclaimed, scratching his nose. “And I know 
just the mouse who can help me solve it. I’ve 

got to call CREEPElLAi- 





Creepella, 
Help Me! 


“A layer of moldy-MOSS face powder ... a 
light touch of snail-slime lij» qloss . 
perfect! lust the right stuff to start the day.” 

Creepella von Cacklefur grinned at her 
reflection in the mirror as she got ready for 
work. She had a busy day ahead of her, 
interviewing a team of horror-movie makeup 
artists. She couldn’t leave the house until her 
fur was the perfect pale shade of a MUMMY. 

As she applied one last touch of shimmering 
caterpillar drool to her cheeks, her BBDD 
DBQQB rang. 




“Hi. Creepella. it’s B-B-Billy. 
Th-there’s s-something worrying 
me.” 

“Dearest Billy-Willy, don’t you 
V worry,” Creepella said. 

H “Why n-n-not?” Billy asked. 

I “Because your sweet Creepella has 
I everything under contix)!," she replied 

■ TRIIIMIMIAXTIY 

^ “A-already?" 

“Of course!” Creepella told him. “And 
they arc splendidly horrid!” 

“Well, that’s good, then,” Billy said, then 
stopped. “What are you t-talking about?” 

“Why. I’m talking about our marvelous 
COStuMCS, of course!” she said. 
“C-costumes?” repeated Billy, baffled. 
“Exactly! Costumes!” Creepella cried. 
“Lctdjj Neeciletciil did a fabumouse job! 


For my rotted-flower COSfurnt, we had 
quite a discussion on the position of the 
petals. But your costume—" 

“M-my costume?" Billy interrupted. 

“Your costume is perfect,” Creepclla 
assured him. “You’ll look great. . .” 
“Wh-what?" 


“... dressed as a she 

finished. “Wasn’t that a truly 0I5GUSTTNG 


idea?" 

“What are you talking about? ” 
exclaimed a shocked Billy. 

“What do you mean?” 
Creepella replied. “Didn’t I 
tell you, dearest Billy? 1 asked 
the most fashionable designer in 
Mysterious Valley to have our 
costumes ready for tonight's 

mmwi 





“G-grand ball? Tonight?” 

“Billy! Do I have to explain everything to 
you?” Creepella said with a sigh. “Today is 

the annual Ffftlral of lloluKkoil|. 

when all of Mysterious Valley celebrates the 
gloomiest day of the year. We’ll start with a 
here at the castle and then go 
to the academy for the H^LJUflHCF 

•miAu. 

“I d-don’t know anything about it!” Billy 
insisted. 

~Ul% and Billy! Do you really 

want me to lose my patience?” Creepella 
snapped. “We all got our invit£itions 
weeks ago!” 

Suddenly, Billy remembered. He searched 
furiously in his desk drawer and took out a 
very lELlKGAMT purple card. 


/// //,r'-^// / / / ^ y*'^''^ 'J 
nya,.rA<,/„ f^r»,u/y3a//. 

" rtxl/ttwr/ 


He had completely forgotten about it — 
probably because he didn’t like parties much. 

“Creepella, I don’t think it’s such a g-good 
idea.” he ^t^J^J^CTed. “I’m not a g-good 
dancer.” 

“Nonsense! Don’t say such roOLfSH 
things!" Creepella scolded. “There is no 
excuse to miss the MlLJIJMBHiF 

•miAu 


Billy sighed. He knew he would never be 
able to change Creepella’s mind. 




“Fine. I’ll come.” he answered. “But before 
I do, you have to help me solve a mijSteri).” 

Creepella adored a good mystery. Her 
bright eyes shone at the mention of 

the word. 

“What is this mystery about, dearest Billy- 
Willy?" she asked eagerly. 

“This morning I found the mansion’s yard 
full of HAILES!" Billy explained. “Uncle 
William says that someone is looking for 
Morgan Blackwhiskers’s treasure.” 

“O^orgon ^Incktvhiskersf The most 
famouse pirate in Mysterious Valley?" 

“That’s the one!” Billy answered. “It seems 
he was a guest at Squeakspeare Mansion 
long ago.” 

“Billy, this sounds like an 
mystery! ” exclaimed Creepella. “We’ll figure 
out who dug those holes ... and with a little 


bit of luck, we’ll also find the trcafur<!” 

“Thanks, Creepella!” Billy said with relief. 
“I knew I could count on you.” 

Creepella ended the call and happily 
cJapped her hands. 

“This will be an absolutely spine-chilling 
horror story!” she cried. She turned to her 
pet bat. Bitewing, who was flying around her 
head. 

“Bitewing, get ready! After 
we need to solve a mystery! "g 







Her father. Boris, was pacing back and 
forth, mumbling. Poor Baby looked like he 
was going to ^RY as he bounced on Madame 
LaTomb’s knee. Chompers. the meat-eating 
plant, looked limp and weak. Creepella's 
niece Shivereen had an look 

on her face. And the twins. Snip and Snap, i 
weren’t playing any tricks as usual. Instead, ' 
they looked SAD. 





“What s the m atter?" asked Creepella. 

“Its a iwmf Grandma Crypt 
answered. “Chef Stewrat didn’t make the 
stew for breakfast!” 

Creepella was shocked. Chef Stewrat 
served the same thing at every meal: a big 
pot of stew made from ingredients that only 
the von Cacklefurs could appreciate (and 
digest)! 

Chef Stewrat bUKSIT into the room. 
-t'M RUINED!' he cried. “My cooking 
career is over! Tonight everyone is supposed 
to prepare something special for the 
But 



1 just can’t do it!” 

“I’m covering the furniture with silver 
interrupted Grandma 

Crypt. 




"We have trick candles for the Melancholy 
Cake ” said Snip and Snap. 

Boris nodded. “I’ve composed a pO^TTfl 
called 

^^“Scfry Tomb^ 

to be read before dinner,” he said. 

“Dinner! That’s my problem!” exclaimed 
Chef Stewrat. “You see, I want to make an 
extra pmm. stew for the dinner 
tonight.” 

“I think that’s an EXCELLENT idea,” 
Crecpella said encouragingly. 

“Yes, but to make a stew, I need 

an extra-^f€lAL ingredient,” whined Chef 
Stewrat. “I have tried everything, but nothing 
is working. If I can’t make a ^^*©85^ stew, 
I’m sunk.” 


He handed Creepella a piece of oil-stained 
paper. 



ingrediInt^ ■ 

FOR A VERY . % 
SPECIAl STEW 

»«tT*"*th«rytoelfi eOfilNC! 

t sif«r-o«y fian^ercfiteft ^ DONT HAVE ENOUGH! 

» fly larvM NOT ENOUGH FUVOW 

^WtyrtBlIvm TOOSMAU! ^ 

AIRIAOYIN! 

DID TNAT U$T YEA^ 
tear* \ JOO DHICATEl 

r\ V 







Crecpella tried to GHEER him up. 
"Don’t worry. Chef Stewrat- 
ril find you the right 
ingredient.” she said. 

“Really?” he asked, 
wiping a AR from his 
eye. 4 

“Of course!” she 
replied. “In the meantime, 
why don’t you make us a 

DELfCfOUSLY 

breakfast stew? 

We von Cacklefurs can’t live without it!” 



Hunting 
FOR Clues! 


Creepella had to hurry, or she would be late 
for her meeting with Billy. She RAN to the 
door but bumped into something in the 
hallway. 

“Who left a (pODOSC? in the middle of the 
hall?” she asked. 

“That’s not a pillow.” said Shivereen. “It’s 

i&fU' 

The von Cacklefur family’s pet cockroach 
lay on its back on the floor with its legs in the 
air. Its tummy was so it 

looked like a feather-stuffed pillow. 









Creepella knelt down next to the cockroach. 
"Poor Kafka. What’s wrong?” 

“He’s got Shivereen 

explained. She held up a box with the words 






on it. “I wanted to give him a treat, but he 
gobbled the whole box in one bite!” 

Creepella shook her head. “You’ve got such 
a sweet Kafka! Get up and 

get moving and you’ll feel better soon.” 

Moments later they were all in Creepella’s 
#010#. zooming toward 
Billy’s mansion. They found him in the yard, 
surrounded by holes. 

Kafka crawled around, sniffing. Shivereen 





started snapping IPlHioHTjOls} . Creepella 
examined the holes as Bitewing flew around 
her head. 

“Very interesting." she remarked. “They 
look like they were by a professional." 

“Wh-what makes you say that?” Billy 
asked. 

“I took a class on mysterious wells, holes, 
and tunnels at the Shivery Arts Academy," 
Creepella explained, “The holes are all the 
same size, and the ROCKS are piled neatly 
beside each other. That’s the mark of a real 
pro.” 

“Could the digger be d-d-dangerous?” Billy 
asked, his whiskers trembling, 

“Of course!” teased Bitewing, 

Creepella decided to have a little fun with 
her friend Billy. 
















she said in a spooky voice. 

“D-d-danger?” Billy looked faint. 

“lust kidding!” Creepella said. “This night 
digger is lhat s all. Now 

come with me!” 

“Where are we g-g-going?” whispered 
Billy. 

“To the Shivery Arts Academy!” she 
replied. “Somebody must be looking for 
<yY)or^tnt ^Inckwhiskerss treasure. If 
we want to beat him to it. we’ve got to learn 
more about the treasure. And 1 know exactly 
who can help us!” 

“Auntie, maybe I should stay here with 
Kafka,” Shivereen piped up. “He doesn’t 
look well.” 



Kafka was on his back again, groaning 
with a 

“Good idea, but loan me your camera," 
Creepella said. “Those |PlHlO||T|dTs[ you 
took might be helpful.” 

Then Creepella, Billy, and Bitewing 
in the purple hearse. 

What nobody knew, however, was that 
some spies behind a bush were WATCHINC 
their every move.. .. 





Investigation 

AT THE 

Academy 



Creepellas car SCREECHED to a 
stop in front of the SlflVERY ARTS 

ACADEMY 

“The first stop is Professor Dubloon’s 
office!” she exclaimed. 

“Who’s th-that?" asked Billy timidly. 

“He teachesexplained 
Creepella. “He’s an expert on just about 
everything there is to know about the 
who sailed the seas.” 







Excited, Creepella grabbed Billy by the 
paw and VRAGG£V\\\x^ through the halls 


of the academ y. Fina lly, they stopped at i 
door with a (^^plaQUE^ on the front. 



Creepella was about to knock on the door 
when it opened bv itself. A friendly-looking 
face with a black over one eye peeked 

“Are you here already?” asked the old 
rodent. He lifted his strange-looking B«r 
in greeting. “I didn’t expect you so soon!” 



“Y-you were waiting for us?” asked Billy. 

“Of course!” Dubloon replied. “It’s not 
every day that one gets to meet such an 
important pair of scholars.” 

“Sch-scholars? What do you m-mean?” 
Billy asked SUSpiClOU^. 

Dubloon frowned. “Aren’t you the Syllable 
Sisters, the famouse interpreters of pirate 
language?” 

“Professor, you’re such a !" 

laughed Creepella, 

“Trumpeting treasures! I know 
that voice. It’s Creepella!” the 
professor exclaimed, lifting 
his eye patch. Then he ran 
toward Billy. 

“Actually, you do look 
a little DiFFEP^EYT,” 

Dubloon said. 



“Th-that’s Creepella,” Billy said, pointing. 

“Of course!” the professor exclaimed, 
turning to Creepella. He winked at her. 
“Then who is this less glamorous friend of 
yours?” 

“That’s Billy Squeakspeare, the 
Bitewing piped up. 

Professor Dubloon looked EXCITED. 
“Wondrous whales! A writer! He’s brought 
me an awesome pirate’s QBSSBQQOQ, 
hasn't he?” 

“Actually, we’re here because we need 
to learn about the pirate 
^lAckwhiskers.” Creepella explained. 
“It seems he hid his t>r«A5l/rt in my 
friend’s yard years ago. Do you know 
anything about it?” 

“Hmm, let’s see,” he replied. “Blackwhiskers, 
you say?” 


Creepella and Billy followed the professor 
into his office. Strange OLD OBJECTS 
crowded the bookshelves. A 9ea.ov/ep 
sheet of paper was pinned to the wall. 


OFFICE INVENTORY ^ 

- 24 encyclopedias about piracy ^ 

j - l2 essays about pirate raids, attacks, ^ 

t . 1 and abandoned ships y 



'^firmapa of treasures found by others I 
8 hooks from history's most feared pirates < 

3 colored feathers from Surly Sam. the f 
most famouse pirate parrot 

I extremely rare treasure-finder compa ss 


"> 

















The professor through the 

volumes of old, dusty books until he finally 
found what he was looking for. 

“Ah. here it is!” Dubloon cried. “According 
to the ^ncjjclbpebia of‘^rotc 
Blackwhiskers passed through the Mysterious 
Valley and was a guest at Squeakspeare 
Mansion.” 

Creepella nudged Billy. “You see? We came 
to the {FflgjSbfi place!” 

Dubloon kept reading. “Because he was 
somewhat of a gentlemouse, Blackwhiskers 
gave a ^ iFT^ to his hostess, the beautiful 
Lady Squeakspeare. It was a treasure from 
one of his pirate raids.” 

“D-d-does anyone know where it’s h-h- 
hidden?” asked Billy hopefully. 

The professor shook his head. “No, my 
dear writer. CJXi) ©CflE knows.” 



“So the only one who would know exactly 
where Blackwhiskers buried his treasure 
would be . . . his ghost?" 
Creepella asked. 

k ^ “l/nfortundte/y, 

■£/ Blackwhiskers was the 
most PDRCETfUL pirate 
in history” Dubloon said. 
“Once he BMitiep his 
treasures, he immediately 
forgot where he had put them!" 

“Then it very well could have been his 
ghost who all of those holes in the 

yard!” Creepella said, her voice growing 
louder with excitement. “What a great story! 
A mysterious t>r«a5UrC a and 

a all in one! I’ll write the greatest 

scoop of the century!" 

Professor Dubloon frowned. “Well, if my 


studies are correct, then Blackwhiskers can’t 
be the digger,” he said. “In fact, his ghost can 
only ppesr after the treasure is found. 
That’s according to every legend I’ve ever 
read.” 

Billy was DI^OUkAGET. “Then there’s 
no solution.” he said with a sigh. 

But Creepella wasn’t disappointed. “Don’t 
worry, we’ll find the treasure,” 

she promised. “Then the ghost of that famouse 
pirate will appear and I’ll get my 
All we need to do is figure out who is digging 
up your yard!” 


Advice and 
Hiding Places 


Crcepella DASHED out of the office 
without even saying good-bye to Professor 
Dubloon. Billy followed. 

“Creep... Crcepella. where arc w(^0lfl^?” 
he asked. 

“To see Professor Cleverpaws. of course!” 
she replied. 

“Another p-p-pirate ©xpeirt?” Billy 
asked. 

Creepella shook her head. “No, we don’t 
need another pirate expert right now,” she 
said. “We need to I>rfcov^/t who dug those 
holes! They are the KEkJ to this mystery.” 




Creepella began to climb the MOLOy 
steps that led to the top of a tall turret. 
“Professor Cleverpaws is an expert on hiding 
places,” she explained. “I want to show her a 
Him of the holes. Maybe she can 
figure out who dug them.” 





When they re ached th e top of the steps. 
Billy read the (C'pLAQUE^ on the door: 



“I was her best student," Creepella revealed 
piwidly before knocking on the door. 

“Who’s there?” asked a voice from inside. 
An instant later, an ATHLETIC-looking 
rodent opened the door. She wore a HUGE 
pair of binoculars around her neck. 

“Creepella, is that you?” she asked. “My 
eAce^t/fcna/ snooper student! Are you 
here to do some rese3rcll? And is this your 
assistant?” 





“Actually. I’m B-B-Billy Squeakspeare.” 
Billy told her. “I’m a writer.” 

“Nice to meet you,” said the professor. 
“Come in.” 

Creepella and Billy followed the professor 
into her stud y. The ro om was filled with 
binoculars, and other instru¬ 

ments that could be used to search for 


***'*'’““ places. 


“We’re looking for a tPCdSUPC," Creepella 
explained. “But we’re not the only ones 
looking for it. I believe a professional digger 
is after the treasure.” 

Creepella handed Shivereen’s camera to the 



“Hmm, you’re right!” she said finally. “This 
is the work of a PROFESSIONAL— and I 
think I know who it is!” 


Mission 

Incomplete! 


Back at Squcakspcarc Mansion. Kafka the 
cockroach was still grOflinjing from his tummy 
ache. Shivereen felt sorry for the poor bug, 
so she decided to tell him a story. 

“Once upon a time, there was a big spider. 
It lived all by itself in the cemetery, inside the 
TRUNK of an old tree.. . .” 

“They’re wrapped up in the story.” 
MSlSP®®® a voice from behind the bushes. 
“Let’s go now! ” 

Then Tilly, Milly, and Lilly, the Rattenbaum 
triplets, tiptoed out from behind the bush. 
Something else POLLOUtlD them, moving 






very slowly. The leaves crackled under the 
creature’s many feet. 

“Ziggy, be quiet!” Tilly ''' 

hissed at the creature—a 
large millipede, which 
followed the girls wherever 
they went. 

The triplets hopped into 
their old, beat-up car. Ziggy slowly climbed 
into the backseat, and Milly SPED away. 
Soon the shadow of Rattenbaum Mansion 
loomed on the horizon. The formerly grand 
house looked like it was falling apart. 

“I itl He’s here,” said Tilly. 

i it! He’s waiting!” added Milly. 

“I itj What now?” asked Lilly. 

At the gate of the old building stood the 
odd shape of Shamley Rattenbaum, as still as 
a statue. He wore a T^TT^'^l^> suit and 


a collapsed top hat. When he saw the triplets, 
he opened his arms wide. 

“My SOPHnSTlCATED. 
enchanting granddaughters!" he cried. 











The triplets d^wc^got out of the car, but 
none of the girls answered him. 

“My dearest triplets, please tell me,” 
Shamley said. “Mission accomplished?" 













“ictuall^ ... began Tilly. 


.. nilJSl®*V ...” continued Milly. 



.. ItN.coirij'lBtol” finished Lilly. 

'^WHAT 0(0 WUSAY?” Shamley roared 
furiously. ' You OIOH'T flHO TH€ 

The triplets H(/DDli£D 
together. 

“No treasure,” said 
Tilly finally. 

Milly chimed in. “In 
fact, we found . . .” 
















. . only an empty can,” finished Lilly. 

“Unbelievable!” cried Shamley. “Ziggy is a 
professional digger. How could you have 
failed?” 

Tilly, Milly, and Lilly defended themselves. 

“We worked all MsBti” 

“Maybe that story you heard is 

“Maybe the truth is that there is r\.o 

tre^Jure!” 

Shamley got angry, “What do you mean 
it’s not true? A respectable GENTLEMOUSI 
at the Snob Society Rodents’ Club told me 
the tale! He said that Morgan Blackwhiskers 
left a treasure there for Lady Squeakspeare.” 

"Then maybe someone else found it.” Nllllj 
suggested. 

“Impossible! We would have heard about 
it,” Shamley pointed out. “Now go back to 
Squeakspeare Mansion and keep looking!” 


The triplets tried to protest. 

■But . 

1f.,- 

Their grandfather cut them short. “No 
excuses! Get moving, and don’t come back 
with empty We can’t invite 

anyone over for a high-society feast unless 
we can make some . . . ahem . . . minor 
repairs to the mansion.” 



Zificy 

lh« Millipad« 


Job: Official companion to 
the Rattenbaum triplets 


Original Home: The Moccasin 
Mountains 


Age: Old enough to buy shoes in adult sizes 


Notable Quirks: He has several thousand pairs 
of shoes. 


Favorites: He enjoys designer footwear, but he II 
buy shoes on sale if they’re comfortable. 


Styles: In the summer, he wears clogs, sandals, 
and flip-flops. In the winter, he wears wool socks and 
ski boots. At home, he always wears slippers. 


Strengths 


excellent 


digger and 


always 


finishes 


Weaknesses 


short 


span 


easily. 




A Very 
Crowded Garden 



Back at the academy, Professor Cleverpaws 
had identified the digger immediately: Ziggy 
the millip<d«. her ex-assistant. Ziggy 
had left the academy to work for the 
Rattenbaums. 

"It looks like those WAJ7Y triplets are 
behind this mystery!” Creepella exclaimed as 
she and Billy walked back to the hearse. 
“Billy, let’s go back to your mansion. We have 
to find the treasure before those three do. I 
want to be the first to see blac^vyhisibers 
appear!” 

The 9999 roared into 




Billy’s driveway right as the Rattenbaums' 
old car pulled up, trailing big puffs of gray 
exhaust. 

“Rats and bats!” Creepella said with a 
frown. “Those snobby pretenders are here 



showering him with fake compliments. 

“Well, well,” said Creepella, eyeing them 
carefully. “What brings you here?” 

The three mice barely looked up. 

“Ugh! The one is here, too.” 

said Tilly. 

“So lrrlt<>tl*\e!” added Milly. 

“And croQf^!” Lilly said. 

“Of course I’m here.” Creepella snapped. 
“And I’ve got some news about a certain hole 
digger you know.” 


The triplets looked 



“We don’t know—" 

“—what—” 

“—you’re talking about!” 

At that moment, Ziggy crawled out of their 
car, looking sleepier than ever. 

“There he is!” Creepella cried, pointing to 
the millipede. “He dug all of the holes in 
Billy’s yard!” 

“Nonsense!” insisted Milly. “He s ziggy, 
our pet millipede.” 






“He doesn’t know anything about your 
M^LE$!” Tilly blurted out. 

“Besides, you don’t have any proof!” 
declared Lilly, 

“I’m you three are behind this!” 

Creepella argued. “And now you’ve come 
back to dig some more! That’s stealing, you 
know,” 

Tilly cried. “We’re here 

to invite Billy—” 







“—to be our —" continued Milly. 

“—to the MoUivcBoI^ Gr^*v4 
finished Lilly. 

Crccpclla got angry again. "Back off! 
Everybody knows that Billy is escorting 
to the ball!” 

Shivcreen ran up before an argument could 
begin. “There you are, Auntie. Kafka is much 
better. Look!” 

The von Cacklefur was 

frottillft, all over the yard, happy to be 
feeling better. He was having fun 
the holes, and his tummy didn’t hurt anymore. 
In fact, he was hungry. He sniffed around for 
something to on. 

Kafka came out of a hole with something 
in his mouth—but it wasn’t something he 


could eat. So he trotted up to Creepella and 



The Hole Digger 
Unmasked 


The object that Kafka placed at Creepella’s 
feet was not a TVl^. She picked it up and 
examined it. 

“Rats and bats!" she exclaimed. “This is a 


UiTTUft SIIOK! 

“What would a shoe be doing in my yard?" 
asked Billy. 

The triplets exchanged nervous glances 
and quickly walked QHAWMDAa. 
Crcepella picked up Kafka. 
“Where did you find it, little 
one?” she asked him. 




Kafka pointed one of his antennae at the 
deepest hole in the yard. 

AKFr 

Bitewing translated for Billy, who was the 
only one who didn’t understand Arfese, 
Kafka’s language. 

“He found it in that hole down there,” the 
bat said, 

Creepella placed Kafka back on the ground 
and examined the shoe with the eye of a 
detective. She brushed the dirt off it to reveal 
a number on the sole: m 

Creepella approached the millipede. Ziggy 
was as pale as a ghost and trembling like a 
dry leaf. 

“Hi?! 21^121 2 a % Creepella asked 
in millipede language. 


mumbled 

Ziggy. 

Creepella gave him a kind smile. " 

Billy was AMAZED “Creepella, you 
understand him?” 

“Of cowrsef” she replied. “Everybody knows 
Millipcdesc. And look here.. .." 

Creepella gently turned Ziggy onto his 
and began to count the numbers 
on the soles of his little shoes. 

“Eight hundred twenty . . . eight hundred 
twenty-one... Look here, what a coincidence! 
His missing shoe is number eijlit hunjrej 
twBd^-twO!” she exclaimed, pointing to 
one tiny bare foot. 

Meanwhile, the triplets were trying to 
make a hasty RETREAT lo their car. 
Shivereen noticed their attempted escape. 











“Look. Auntie, the Rattenbaums are 
getting away!” she cried. 

“Stop right there!” Creepella shouted. 
“This shoe is proof that your millipcda 
dug all of these holes. Poor thing! He told me 
that you promised you'd increase his food to 
a full loaf of MOlOy bread a day. Tell me, 
what were you looking for? Perhaps ... a 

fer<a«i/r«?" 


“How Jare you!” protested 
Milly. 

“Ziggy must have done it all on 
his said Tilly. 

“We don’t know anything about 
flrato l®®t ” added Lilly. 

Creepella crossed her arms and 
itmiled slyly. “Why did you use 
the word she asked. “1 

didn’t say anything about pirates!” 




The three mice turned as as 

mozzarella. They picked up Ziggy and shoved 
him into the backseat of the car. 

“Let’s get away from this 

“AccuSlrvg us of digging holes!” 

“V# have better things to do!” 

“How do you think Grandfather will take 
it?” asked Tilly as she climbed into the car. 

“This means there will be no feast before 
tonight’s MHAMHD CUUD lAU.” 
added Lilly. 

“And no one will want to escort us to the 
rntmua either,” sighed Milly. 


Where’s the 
Treasure? 


The Rattenbaums* car STALLEd and sputtered. 
Shivereen had time to talk to Ziggy through 
the window. 

“Here, take this!” she whispered, handing 
him a small isBaaQyjB.“ It’s Kafka’s candy. 
He’s very happy to give it to you. Besides, 
you didn’t realize you were doing anything 

gurgled Ziggy gratefully. 
Then he licked Shivereen’s nose. 

“Those three are so dishonest,” said 
Creepella as the car drove off. shooting out 
puffs of smoke. “At least they won’t be able 
to find the treasure!” 





Bitewing flew around her head. “By the 
way . . . where’s the treasure? Where’s the 
treasure? Where’s the treasure?” 

Creepella thoughtfully tWldMl a strand 
of her long black hair around her finger. She 
began walking around the garden, talking 
out loud. 





“Maybe they were looking in the WRONG 
place," she mused. “But bfacl^vyhiskers 
always buried his treasures, right?” 

Shivereen and Billy nodded. 

“Then the YARD must be where the treasure 
is hidden,” Creepella reasoned. “Maybe the 
holes weren’t deep enough.” 

Billy moved to follow her, but he tripped in 
a He fell into a big old fountain 





hidden by a prickly landing in 

the water. 

V Splash!^ 

“Oh. Billy, you can be so CtCtAS'i 
sometimes!” Creepella scolded him. 

“Silly Billy!” Bitewing teased. 

Billy climbed out of the fountain, dripping 
wet. “Actually, there’s s-s-something—” 

please, Billy,” Creepella said. 
“I’m trying to think!” 

“B-b-b-but I see s-s-s-something under—” 
Billy stammered. 

Shivereen interrupted him this time. She 
pointed to the top of his head. 

“What’s that on your head? A frog?” 

“A frog . . . with a gold in its 

mouth!” Creepella announced, shocked. She 



carefully climbed into the fountain and felt 
along the BOTTOW with her paw. 

“lust as 1 thought!” she cried. “There’s 
something f>eCO|iar under here!” 

“Th-th-that’s exactly what I’ve been trying 
to t-t-tell you," Billy said, but Creepella 
wasn’t listening. With a sigh, Billy reached 
into the fountain and pulled up a heavv 
old treasure chest made of QglFQII. 

“I was right!” Creepella cried. 






+ 






“Stop talking and open 
it up!” Bitewing urged 
impatiently. 











This Fortune! 


“Yes, please open it!” Shivereen said eagerly. 

Creepella forced open the ttVttW old 
lock. The lid creaked as she lifted it up. 
“Rats and bats!” she cried. “There’s a 


,/orfeurt< inside!” 

Gold coins overflowed front the chest. 
Each one was stamped with the image of a 
gentlemouse wearing a©{K^ and cr^^w-n. 

“Who’s the dude on the coin?” 
asked Shivereen. 

“ixtngiilotisiarb the Jfourth,” 
answered Creepella. “He ruled 
Mysterious Valley four hundred 
years ago.” 





Bitewing took one of the coins and bit it. 

There’s no doubt. It’s made of 
Wonderful gold!” 

Creepella pulled a yellowed sheet of paper 
out of the chest. She read it out loud. 


^ ’Jihis cans 

J wopfJi/ Ji/C/r ^ aJJ ihr 

loreJ^, atu/ at/ota^le 

Lat/^ Siura/Csff^ar^ as a ioJc^n {hanks. 

Sh^ {he Ja{er ^ears Jtje 

T H»{h her /ftecios^s/rienkshi/f. 

L 









“How ” sighed Shivereen. drying 

a tear. ^ 

“There’s something else written, but it’s 
hard to read.” Creepella said, frowning. She 
Wtinkled her nose and continued. 


I^ofyod 0/i/ has t/itttiturW wif 

ifteiffot/f. I can H^ver where 

I hit/e fffif 

Lat/^ c^t^ea/Csffeare t/oesnUJini/ 
{his ches{, {he {reasure wi/I ^e 
}Hheri{eJ ^ her ^rant/chilf/rew 
Or her ^ea{-ffrafu/chUt{reH. Or her 
^rea{-ffrea{-^rea{-^raHi/chiyreH. Or 
{—as loH^ as {ha{ 
Stue/^/feare naifteJ 


^ whottterer ^>Hi/s i 
ftfOf^se ^ars {he 







“Did you hear, Billy?” Shivereen asked, 
her voice rising with t-x-cifemenf. “The 
treasure is ySOfS!” 

“I c-c-can’t believe it!” Billy stammered, 
turning red. 

“Of course, all of these coins were STOLEN 
by blac^whis^ers all those years ago,” 
Crecpella pointed out. “And since there is no 
way to return them, you’ll simply have to 
give the money away.” 

“B-b-but... .” Billy protested. 

“I suggest that you set up a scholarship for 
young deserving ixjdents at the Shivery Arts 
Academy,” she said, ignoring him. 

Billy sighed. He knew in his that 

Creepella was right. UnTTTP 

“You could also put up a jlAlUL of 
^lAckivhiskers in Gloomeria 



Square.” Crcepclla went on. “I think Lady 
Squcakspcare would have liked that.” 

“It’s a great idea,” Billy said reluctantly. 
Bitewing flew around the chest, curious. 
“Do any of you smell something PcCuHsr?” 

Creepella sniffed the air. “You’re right!” 
she agreed. “That box has a heavenly smell. 
Maybe there’s something underneath the 
coins.” 


She plunged her paw into the coins and 
took out a Plkfilfjk (hovered 

in green mold. The smell was so strong that 
Billy Painter} on the spot. 

But Creepella adored the odor. “It’s cheese 
aged to perfection. I’d say it’s aged for at least 
four hundred years!” 

"Look how SGOUtipolly 

it is!" Shivcreen exclaimed. 

Billy woke up feeling wobbly and queasy. 

“Id say it S MONSTEROOSiy MOLOy!” 

he said. 

Then a little worm popped out 
CHCaSa. He looked very old, 
and he had a long beard and 
glasses. 

“What’s that?” whimpered 
Billy nervously. 

“It’s an OLD WORM, of course!” Creepella 



answered. “Hmm. I wonder if this cheese is 
just what Chef Stewrat needs.” 

“Hooray!” cheered Shivereen. “It’s the 
extra-special ingredient for his 

MfLPNCHOLY ^TfWi” 

“B-b-but do you really think that eating 
cheese that’s f-f-four hundred years old is a 
good idea?” stuttered Billy, holding his 
nose closed. 

“Of course!" Creepella replied. “Let’s 
bring it to him profi/o!” 



A Horridly 
Delightful 
Dinner 



exclaimed Chef Stewrat 
after he tasted a crumb 
of the moldy 
CHeeSe- The disgusting 
stench of the cheese soon 
spread through the castle, 
making the residents 
mOmOUy hungry. 





“Hold up, Chompers!” warned Creepella 
as the meat-eating plant dove 
into the stew 

with a spoon. “That 
stew is for tonight's 
feast!” 

That night, everyone 
in Cacklefur Castle 
got ready for dinner. 
The ancient building had never looked so 
Qloomy Grandmother Crypt had 
covered the furniture with shimmering 
cobwebs, giving the room a beautiful 
look. 



Before sitting down to the feast, Boris von 
Cacklefur read his poem, “Dark and Dreary 
Tombs.” 






Everyone praised Boris’s poem. Then they 
all dug in to Chef Stewrat’s SPfCIf^L 

MfLPNCHOLY 9TfW. 



But when Billy had his first bite, 
he immediately turned green 
and started to feel sick and 

quinsy. 


“Excuse me, please,” he 
said, standing up. “I really 
don't feel well at all.” 
“Don’t be modest, Billy. 
You look Creepella exclaimed. 

“That green will match your costume 
perfectly. Now let’s get ready for the ball!” 

Billy and Creepella changed into their 
costumes. They looked GHASTLY 
“You two look fabumousely FBIGHTONING,” 
declared Shivereen. 












A Surprising 
Guest 


Billy was having a hard time moving around 
in his costume. He 

TR»PpED three times trying to jump inside 

the WiaHb&mafiitM #00#. 

“Billy, you look tit as a garbage 

can!" Creepella said as she took off at top 
speed. 

The entrance to the Shivery Arts Academy 
was draped with purple funeral lights and 
flickering lamps. 

“What a PHJWrrPOLtf PWWf party!” 
Creepella whispered dreamily. 




The courtyard was overflowing with 
costumed rodents. They were dressed as 
mummies, vampires, witches, ghosts, ghouls, 
various monsters—and one garbage can. 

The Rattenbaum triplets were there, too. 
They tried to look glamorous, but instead, 
they looked c^iiiicai Milly’s dress was 
too long, Tilly’s was too short, and Lilly’s 
was too large. Pesky little spiders dangled 
from their wigs, tlCfciiflg their snouts. 
Ziggy, the millipede, came with them, and 
he wore a tap shoe on each of his one 
thousand tiny little feet! 

\\1iat a heaVculy gigUl'' 

cooed Creepella. 

Poor Billy didn’t agree. The guests kept 
dumping their garbage into his costume. The 
can got so that he couldn't move! 










He sat on a bench and watched Creepella 
dance with Ziggy. Finally, Creepella came 
back to him. 

“It s an unforgettable party,” she sighed. 
Then she frowned. “There’s only one thing 
missing: the visit of a nice I could 

interview. I wonder what Blackwhiskers is 
waiting for. We’ve found the 
Isn’t he supposed to appear?” 

Suddenly, a cold wind whipped 
around Creepella and 
Billy. Then a ghost 
with a long black 
MUraCHE and 
a black iSEilKD 
appeared in front 
of them. It was 
^VQorgnn 
^lAckwhiskers 






he said crossly. “Who is it?" 

Crccpcila dapped her paws with happiness. 
“Mr. Blackwhiskers! It was my Billy who 
found your treasure. Right. Billy?” 

But poor Billy had Paintec . He was 
sprawled on the ground, surrounded by all 
the 4lAllllJrtlK from his costume. 

“Billy, why do you always faint just when 
things get fexC iTi\G?” Creepella asked, 
shaking her head. Then she turned to the 
ghost. “That’s Billy Squeakspeare. 
He is related to your FI? 1011^ Lady 
Squeakspeare.” 

“A Squeakspeare?” exclaimed the ghost, 
remembering everything. “Then my treasure 
is in good paws!” 





“Of course!” declared Creepella. “Now, 
can we go somewhere a little more quiet, 

^(nckivhiskcrs? Td like to 
have a nice interview with you!” 

T9/E XT) 



Another 

Bestseller 


Once again, Creepella's new book got rave 
reviews. 

Fans from all over sent DODDO0S text 
messages, and e-mails, and made phone calls 
to The Rodent’s Gazette, asking for another 
Vf OVtOR story right away. 

Can you believe the book’s biggest Fclll 
was my grandfather William Shortpaws? 
One morning he buKST into my office, 
thundering. “Don’t be such a lazybones. 
Grandson! What are you waiting for? When 
will you publish Creepella von Cacklefur’s 
next IVH? She is the most awesome 
HORROR novelist in all of Mysterious Valley.” 












“I don’t have a clue,” I told him. “I never 
know when my friend will drop a book on 
my desk.” 

But my grandfather kept asking me when 
the next book would come out. He coMe/JL 
me five times a day! And when Benjamin 
and Bugsy Wugsy visited me in my office, 
they seemed DiS8PP0il\it6D that 1 didn’t 
have a new CREEPELLA story for them. 
Even the little mouselets who came to buy 
Creepella’s books asked the same question. 
1 finally decided to send my friend this 
MESSAGE: 

Write, Creepella! Write, write, write! We re 
all waiting for your new bestseller! 

C^Z/Z/o/t. 

Editor of The Rodent’s Gazette 


If you liked this book, be sure 
to check out my nevt adventure! 

□sraaj] ©(? aiB 

A mysterious old friend of Grandpa Frankenstein 
shows up one night on the doorstep of CacKlefur 
Castle. He’s a vampire . . . and he’s seeking the 
von Cacklefur family’s help. His castle has been 
infested by strange and troublesome monsters 
and ghosts, and he’s afraid he’ll have to move 
out because of them! Yikes! It’s up to Creepeiia 
and her family and friends to help this vampire 
save his home. 










































































DEAR MOUSE FRIENDS, 
GOOD-BYE UNTIL 
THE NEXT BOOK! 
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